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''Sorry, Sir!" was all he said, as he resumed his seat with his
gun across his knees; "I ought to have remembered your penchant
for hawks. Sam told me how he used to keep a pair of them
when he was at school. I expect it was by taming hawks that he
learnt to tame girls. Well, Sam; well, Nell, what are you two
romantic children going to decide? Is poor old Will to go on
sleeping alone?"
There was something about the man's tone that roused the girl
to a level of emotion and a quality of emotion that astonished her
lover.
The slow-flowing water beneath them seemed to have taken
to itself all ihe daylight that was left; and between the girl's
tense face and its unruffled surface an affinity of whiteness that was
almost phosphorescent rose into being, established itself, and be-
came more and more dominant. Had the little house, the pollarded
willows, the gun on the bearded man's knees, the twitching chin
of Sam, been elements of sound in a momentous orchestra, this
whiteness of flowing water and of a woman's face would have
been the flute note or the oboe note in the symphonic effect.
Here sat together, on the darkening bank of this steel-white
water, three formidable men, any one of whom could have
crushed out that frail spark of girlish life as the swish of a
horse's tail might crush a currant moth. And yet the tension of
that single feminine heart reduced all three of them to the neg-
ligibleness of three wooden posts in the palings around an
agitated heifer.
And just as such a heifer's up-tossed head and lifted voice
might bring some farm girl upon the scene who would pass those
paling-posts by as if they did not exist, so the suppressed tem-
pest in Nell Zoyland's nerves brought to her rescue nothing less
than the great planet of the evening itself. Whiter than the White-
lake stream, whiter even than the girl's face, this celestial lumi-
nary, this immortal sign in the heavens "that brings the traveller
home by every road," emerged now from the cloudy western lake
wherein the sun had vanished.
A long relaxed shiver of nervous relief passed through Nell
Zoyland's perfect breasts, and through her ravished but uncon-
ceiving womb, and through her thighs and through her trembling